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visible, actual; but it had been present for a hundred and
eighty days. It had, in addition, been potentially present
for a hundred and eighty million years, since the beginning
of time. Both life and death had been removed from their
context in the pattern of life as a continuous process. One
in which the individual was supremely unimportant.
In a modern city few were aware of the process. This could
only be accomplished by seeing birth and death: by hearing
a woman cry out in childbirth, or by standing bareheaded as
a funeral cortege passed. The old funerals had served a
psychological purpose with their draped and plumed black
horses going at a walk as they drew the hearse; with drivers
in black wearing cocked hats upon their heads; with mourners
in carriages and on foot. All that had gone, and with it had
gone the idea of continuity. Man today was suspended in the
vacuity of the immediate moment. Many, denying their
psychic destiny, were on the verge of suicide. Man must have
belief... hope; the idea of something that transcended the
material. War was mass suicide made possible by this un-
certainty; because with so many means there were no ends.
Individualism was destroying man because he did not
know how to profit by it. The Fascist tendency was reaction,
a retrograde movement towards a tribal system that had
been outgrown. Anarchy must follow unless man became
cooperative by individual choice. Man's natural, instinctive
cooperation had gone, but he was left with his impulse to
combine, and if the economic system would not allow him to
combine for peace, he would turn, furiously thwarted, and
combine for war. If it came, it would not only be the end of an
era, but of an aeon.
He poured himself a final drink. To the man of the future.5
It was amusing to talk to oneself, to think aloud.
He was still laughing when he closed the door of his bed-
room. He wondered how Wilson was getting on in the forest
.,. if he had shot a gorilla yet. He had thought about him a